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Poems 
Abstract 
THIS MOMENT, MONUMENTS, FRINGE COUNTRY, FIGURE WITH A YELLOW STRAW HAT 




This moment we meet, barter images, is this moment, 
no other, not promise or contract of a beginning. 
We share language and a shy obsession to document 
our world, a habit of hand signs often underpinning 
our shifts of voice. We exchange myth and legend, 
tread the land feather-footed, leaving no trace. 
Our song, an unwritten text, is a map of the land 
through which we dance, record of a ritual place. 
Fixing together the margins of our lives I sense 
networks drawn under the skin by a family unknown 
catalogue our differences, anticipate our intense 
need to knit imagination into flesh, word into bone. 
The song is not of body and blood, it is of the air, 
river bend, carved tree, a dream or perhaps a prayer. 
MONUMENTS 
You weep in this city of monuments 
shouting in frustration after celebrating 
your birthday, pain reverberates around the room 
hauling down the garlands of slow happiness 
decorating the darkness. 
Without the anxiety of children, demands 
of friends or familiar geography, you search 
for a definition of life, a role to play, a narcotic 
to assist you confront the loneliness, 
the bewilderment of growing old. 
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Fringe Country 
I offer no reassurance, my words fail 
to imitate your mother's comfort, a touch 
is not your remembered daughter's or the embrace 
of a lost father. A childhood of admired 
innocence is not in my silence. 
You itemize the pieces of my affection, 
measure responses in laugh, look and voice. 
Obligations of love are not placed in one person 
not balanced between blood, family, photographer, 
painter, poet. It has no scale of value. 
In these moments of flight, challenging 
the arithmetic of life, we share a narrative; 
intimate, complex and incomplete. The twists of plot 
are skeined upon our fingers, playing for time 
I can only love you enough. 
FRINGE COUNTRY 
Water, 
tar-black, bruises the river bank. 
The edge of sluggish current 
slides a dark mirror 
beneath the root props of casuarinas 
holding together the mud bank 
and a sky 
reflecting blue shavings 
in the white water race. 
This moment of place recalls 
childhood picnics 
within a tree thatched riverbend, 
sing of a shadow place, 
a cave of flax reeds, a shirtless summer. 
Exiled 
you sing for those days 
without shape. 
Alone, 
you claim the fringe of the territory 
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turning away from conversation, 
exploring the space 
neither past, present nor traded memory, 
to make agreements with yourself. 
Nervously 
turning from the camera 
recording the celebration 
of family, friends and landscape 
you begin to sing, 
to sing softly, self absorbed, 
on a solo run. 
The photograph reveals a pale birthmark 
shadowing 
your face, a sense 
of reticence. 
FIGURE WITH A YELLOW STRAW HAT 
Sleeping upside down, the cream stucco houses 
with shaded windows 
slip beneath the bank tethered boat, 
every detail of the green ribbed dinghy 
reflected in the canal stillness. 
Beneath the camouflage of the water trailed 
canopy, your striped 
shirt and straw hat with a blue band 
are speckled with sunlight. Hugging your knees 
and sketchbook you offer me a watercolour 
of the morning, our conversation in reflection. 
A trickle of perspiration 
meanders down your throat, disappears 
beneath your open shirt. You turn to watch 
the children playing on the stone quay. 
As I stretch to touch your cheek and complete 
a circle of intimacy, 
the waterscape evaporates, your image 
is replaced by a postcard, a painting by Manet. 
The poem is fiction and your voice mute. 
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